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Many E lfe's so-called luxuries are

bawse Imitations.

“DANDERINE” STOPS
" HAIR FALLING OUT
Hurry! AMunuummy'mr

bair and double its
beauty.

tatives to oall phyei-

and makos the feveriib, ltchy scalp
Soft and plinble; then this stimulating
tonic penetrates to the famished halr
rools, revitalising and Invigorating ev-
' ery hald fn the head, thus stopplog the
Balr failing out, getting thin, scraggly
or fading. :

After o fow application of “Dander-
Ine” you seldom find o fallen haip or &
particle of dandruff, Besldes every halr
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lested herba only. At all drog stores.—Adv,

Misfortune Is the fliter that sepa-
rafes the true friends fromn the coun-
terfeit, .

PUT CREAM IN NOSE
, AND STOP CATARRH

Tells How to Open Clegged Nostrils
and End Head-Colds.

You feel flne in o few moments.
Ymenlglnheul or eatarrh will be
gone. Your ¢logged nostrils will open,
The alr passages of your head will
clear and you can breathe freely, No
more dullness, headache ; no hawking,
enuffling, mucous discharges or dry-
ness; no struggling for breath at
night,

Tell your druggist you want a amall
bottle of Ely's Cream Balm. Apply a
Httle of this fragrant, antiseptie
cream in your nostrils, let it penetrate
through every nir passage of the head
soothe and heal the swollen, inflamed
mucous membrane, and rellef comes
instantly.

It 1s Just what every cold and ca-
tarth sufferer needs. Don't stay
stulled-up and miserable.—Adv,

Fipanclal circumstances alter legnl
eases,
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WOODEN SPOIL

(Copyright, 1910, by George H. Doran Co.)

Iliustrations by
JrwinMyers

CHAPTER XII
—10—
The Island.

Lafe and Hllary started for the Is-
land at one o'clock. They planned to
spend three hours there and return on
the eévening tide.

Hilary, seated opposite his friend,
told him of the conversation with
Louls, who, manlpulating the tiller,
heard nothing.

“If Louls will swear to what he in-
formed me"” he said, “it means that
we ecan clap Brousseau Into jall, Oth-
‘erwise he'll never give up his schemes
agnlnst me, becnuse he bas a personal
grievance."”

“Mr. Askew,” sald Lafe, “might I
put a question to you without giving
offense "

“You may, Connell.”

“I'm only saylng what everybody’'s
saylog in St. Boniface, and that is
about your cutting Brousseau out with
Mademolselle Bm’-'

*1 guess It's true, Lafe,” sald Hilary.
“Lafe, she's—well, you understand.”

“l guess I do sald Lafe. He
stretched out a slpewy band and
gripped Hllary's warmly. *“I wish
Clarice—my wife—could meet you,” he
sald.

“I hope she will, Lafe, some day.
But now about Brousseau." \

“] asked you that,” sald Lafe, “be-
enuse there's a lot hangs on it. Now
as to Louls—he wouldn't swear. If
he 3id swear, he'd swear that he'd
been Iylng ns spon ns Brousscaun
slipped him a ten-dollar bill, No, sir,
It won't do. We've got to get the fox
right Into the trap before we spring
£ A

“I'm afendd I am no hand at spring-
Iy traps, Lafe”

*No, But we've got to give him rope
enongh to hang himself. We don't
want to go off at hulf-cock. That's
plalner, aln't 1t? My advice is as be-
fore; Ne low. You see, sif, when a
man schemes and schemes and plans
hils ked work, all that he's dolog
is to ‘the rope tighter round his
own peck. We've got him mow, but
we must get the noose tight, so that
he w=='t wriggle out of It. And he'll
twisr It tight next time he wriggles.
That's Idea, Mr. Askew.”

*1 guess you're t a8 usual Lafe”
answered Hilary, ut ‘I've been 1y~
Ing low & thandering long time.”

No more was sald ypon the subject
Out In the Gulf the choppiness of the
waves had changed to a steady sweep
toward the lsland, which, Iying In mid-
stream, recolved and broke the full
force of the dally tides. The wind
alded them, and they swept through
the water, Hilary watched the near-
ing land with Interest thnt deepened
a8 he began to make out the luxurious
growth of conifers that covered it al-
most to the sen's verge.

In the center he could now make
out a ridge of low hills, which seemed
to ascend to a termloal cliff, having
on cue slde a gentle slope and, on the
other, a precipltous descent toward
the water. .

“There ought to be some fine cut-
ting there for us some day” sald
Hilary. “Hello!l What's that?

“Somebody has got there before us,”
anld Connell.

A boat came Into view, a little fish-
ing sloop, much Ilke Duval's, beached
on the shore, the salls down, the bow
high above high water.

“That boat belongs to Jacques
Broussenu,” sald Louis, pointing to-
ward It '

“What's be dolng on my limits, I
wonder,” mused Hilary,

“I guess he's making this his winter
quarters; He's trapped the selgolory
so long that he thinks It's his terri-
tory."”

They grounded. Dnn\ll. leaping
ashore, brought the bow round above |
the water level. Lufe and Hilary
stepped out and stretched their cramp-
ed limbs,

The wind blew keenly, but, once un-
der the, shelter of the island, they
found it warm autumn wenather.
Leaving Louls stretched out in the
boat, under a tarpuulin, Lafe and Hil-
ary started up the sloping beach toward
the Interfor. The first thing that they
noticed as peculiar, when they had
passed the outer fringe of trees, was
the existence of a well-defined trail.
They stopped and looked at It

“Do you suppose old Jacques made
nll that?" asked Lafe.

“Too wide.”

“And too hard, Mr, Askew. This
has been stamped out this summer,
And Jucques has only been here &
week, at most." "

“Then—7* asked Hilary.

"Somebody else has been on the
Island all svmmer, or at least most of
the summer. Maybe two or three of
them. It looks like it."

The trall had disappeared. They
were now scrumbllng up a gulley be-
tween great rocks that towered on
either side of them. At the top of
the elevation appesred the point of
the lsland, nnd the face of the great
cliff, cleft Into numerous flssures, some
widening into small caves, {

Suddenly Lafe gripped Hilary's arm
and polnted. Through the scrub they |
could see Jacques Broussenu coming
out of an aperture In the cliff, a deep
but narrow cleft that opened toward
the base Into a wide recess,

Jneques saw them at the same time
wnd stood motionless. As Lafe and
Hilary advanced he seemed to be gal-
vanlzed Into life. He rushed toward
them, screaming, his face convalsed
with fury.

Hillary cast hiz eyes nbout to ascer-
taln the cause of the old man's fury.
He saw, near the cave's mouth, a lnrge
siab of granite, and a heavy hammer
Iying besalde It.

“Let’'s see what he's got there,” he
said. “It doesn't look like traps to
me'!l

The sun, now very low, shone full
into the Interlor. It revealed a cavern-
ous depth, whose recesses were lost In
gloom, a high arch, and the remnants
of mady fires on the granite slabs that
paved It almost as regularly as those
of a city sldewalk. Somebody had
camped here for a long time—pos-
aibly Jacques, though he must have
burned a whole cord of wood, to judge
from the charred remnants that were
senttered everywhere.

“Look 1" shouted Lafe, polnting.

The ground was covered with frag-
ments of some sort of ore, and a trall
of chips and dust led out of the mouth
of the cave Into another recess among
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der a roughly constructed roof, was a
small hand machine, consisting In the
main of two steel rollers, white with
crushed rock.

“Looks like a hand flour-mill,” sald
Lafe. “I thought maybe it might be
gold. But It ain't gold, Alluvial's
washed In a stream, and quartz gold
has to be got with cyanide.”

A pick next caught their eyes. Some-
hody, or party, rather, had been work-
ing et the rocks, apparently to tnke
samples of some ore; but there was
certalnly no gold In the Laurentian
granite,

Suddenly Lafe uttered an exclama-
tion and, stooplng down, picked up a
matted handful of some fibrous, wool-
llke material that hnd been stuffed
Into a cleft. He pulied out yet anoth-
er handful, and more and more—stiff
wool, yet of n stony consistency—spun
stone, If such & thing were possible.

“Rock flax!” he exclaimed. T seen
it down Thetford way years ago, Mr.
Askew. Look there! The cliff's alive
with it

“Asbestos I™ cried Hllary.

“A regular ashestos quarry!"” sald
Lafe. *“There’s thousands of dollars'
worth here. Look at It!"

Hilary could see now that the coarse
fibers ran through the side of the cliff
In every direction. They were so
blended with the mottled stone that
he had not even noticed them.

“That accounts for everything,” he
sald,

“Yes, Mr. Askew. I guess Brous-
seau wasn't paying all those hands at
Ste. Marie and pretending to work his
limits just to jump your timber rights.
I knew he had something up his sleeve,
but I didn't know what. I knew there
wasn't no gold round here."

“So that's why he wants to get me
out of the way.”

“That's the whole game, sir. He
knew you'd hit upon this mine sooner
or Iater. though he'd left the lsland
off the map of the seignlory. Lord,
what a fool T was not to have known !

“There's more to it than that, Lafe.
That's why he tried to draw us off the
scent on the subject of the river boun-
dary, He thought that {f he could get
into a fight with us over that we
wouldn't be thinking of the island.
And this mine belongs to Rosny. No
wonder Broussesgu wants the selgn-
lory "

“It's as good as a play,” said Lafe.

“It gives us the trump card” sald
Hilary. "It means that he’ll lose his
hold over him, and—well, Lafe, 1 feel
too happy to say any more about it."

Lafe grabbed him by the hand.
“We've won,” he sald ecstatieally.
“And now I guess we'd best be start-
Ing for the boat.”

They retraced their steps along the
trall. It wns a nervous experience,
with the thought that old Jacques
might be Turking in the bushes nearby.
However, by the time they reached the
little open space they satisfied them-
selves that he was not following them.

“We've passed our landing place,”
sald Hllary.

Looking out across the gfay waters
he percelved, close at hand, and ap-
parently "beached on the shore, the
whita sall of a sloop. It seemed to be
the vessel which they had seen earller
that afternoon, tacking toward the
south shore.

The men locked at each other, and
the same unspoken question was In
the eyes of each.  Then Lafe grabbed
Hilary by the shoulders.

“See here!” he sald. “We ain't go-
ing to stay and fight Brousseau's gang
Just for the fun of It. I guess It's
Plerre and Leblane In that boat all
right, and that they're on their way
home, We beat It for ours as hard as
we can go—see? You ain't fit to do
no more fighting nnyway,” he plended.
“And 1 won't, no matter vhat happens
—that's straight to you. I'll fight any
man with fists if I got to, but I'm
darped If I'l stand up agalnst that
seum with eamp knlves™

“You're quite right, Lafe,” answered
Hilary. *“Come, let's get to the boat as
quick as we can,”

But as they started there rang out &
woman's ery. Agoain came the sceream;
and in an instant, forgetful of thelr
resolution, they had turned and raced
back along the trall

Not many steps, and, breaking
through the trees, they saw Marle Du-
pont strogglingiin Plerre’s arms, while
Leblane and Nonette stood near them,
laughing.

Lafe leaped at Plerre, and his bony
fist eaught the outlaw beneath the
chin, Pierre went down in a heap.

They Saw Marle Dupont Struggling In
Plerre’s Arms.

Hilary made for Leblane, whoke ex.
pression would, under other clrcum-
stances, have been comical In Its sur-
prise.

He turned upon the girl and
knocked her down savagely. Then,
without another glance at Hilary, he
made for the sloop.

Leaving Plerre where he hnd fallen,
Lafe jolned in the pursuit. But Le-
blane had several yards' start, and his
experlence of Hilary's prowess lent
wings to his feet. He plunged Into the
water and, by a miracle of strength,
swung the sloop clear of the sand on
which she had been beached. As the
vessel was carrled clear by the swift-
flowing tide the ex-jobber scrnmbled
aboard, dripping, and pushed off with
the oar. Lafe and Hilary stood, baf-

the rocks, Among the brambles, un—iﬂeil- upon the brink of the water,

while Leblane, at an ever increasing
distance, began to put up the sail,
shouting back deflant curses mean-
while.

They ‘heard a sound of feet upon
the shingle behind them, and turned
quickly. It was Plerre, but he was
boltlng for the woods. They ran at
him, but he had gained the shelter of
the trees, and it was growing too dark
to follow. They stopped and looked
back. Leblanc wis now quite s dis-
tance from the island, and making for
the north shore upon the Incomlng
tide. “

“Let's go," sald Hilary,fnd he took
Marie gently by the arm. She went
with him obediently, and Lafe fol-
lowed with Nanette, whose lip was
bloody from Leblane's blow.

The tide was running fairly for St.
Boniface. It was almost dark now,
but the wind had dled away and the
stars were, brilllant. Hllary, taking
off his overcoat, wrapped it about
Marle. The girl's bewilderment had
ylelded to abject gratitude. She
rulsed Hilary's hand to her lips and
pressed it. Beslde her Nanette,
wrapped in Lafe's waterproof, was
sobbing wildly and wiping her
wounded lip. The words that passed
were drowned In the sonnd of the lap-
ping waves before they reached the
ears of Louls, at the tiller,

“Now, what happened?* asked Hil-
ary of Marie. "Tell me, and we'll
clap those ruffians into jail, I assure
youn. How did they get you Into that
boat?”

Marie sobbed out her explanation;
but when Hilary gatheredy with diffi-
culty from the brokem words, stam-
mored in French, that she had gone
abuard with Pierre to marry him In
Quebec, he could hardly believe his
eard

“And your father knows nothing of
this?" he inguired, when she had
ended.

“He knows nothing, monsieur. Ah,
monsieur, you saved me before, and I
—1 was ungrateful. Promise me,
swear to me, that he shall never
know "

“And you, Nanette,"” continued Hil-
ary, naddressing the weeping girl,
“what have you to say, who lured her
here, knowing this?

“I @#ld not know, monsleur,” cried
Nanette. “Plerre told me that if I
bring her he would get me back my
sweetheart.”

“Leblane, eh?”

“Oul, monsieur. Then he take me
to Quebee, and we get married. And
he promised me a wedding ring of
gold, monsienr.”

“And he told you that he was golng
to marry Marie?®

“Oul, monsleur, we all go to Quebeae
together. Only just before we land
he tell me that we nrll stay on the
Island together first, and have a holl-
day.”

“Nanette, Leblane never Intend
to marry you,” sald Hilary. “They
were using you to get Marle into
Plerre's power. Nanette—"

He bent toward her and touched
her on the shoulder. She looked up at
him, her lips guivering, her face pn-
thetic ns n scolded child's.

“Is it long since you left youmr
home?"

“Two years, monsleur.”

“Nanette, you were a child then, like
Marle here? Leblanc came to you and
told you of the great world outside,
and how he would marry you and be
kind to you. Two years have passed,
and he has ruined your life, and he
has not kept his promise, and still he
decelves you with his promises. Would
you go back to him?"

“Never, monsieur! He struck me—
see! Not In Just anger, as a man
strikes his wife who nags him, but be-
cause he was afraid. See where his
fist fell—see!™

“Yet, Nanette, even as Leblane did
to von, you would have had Plerre do
to Marie here”

“Monsleur! I thought he was to
marry her. Pierre told me, if I bring
Marie to Ste, Marle no harm Is done;
becnuse he loves her and he wishes to
gave her from you, who mean no good
to her.”

“From me, Nanette |" exclaimed HIl-
ury, stupefied.

“Oul, monsieur, and then you go to
Ste. Marle to meet her and take her
home. And everybody say Monsieur
Askew loves her, and no doubt he has
a wife In his own country.”

Hilary looked at her in amazement.
He poticed that Lafe was staring over
the side of the boat, as If he had not
heard,

“Nanette, If youn went home, would
your father recelve you?"

“Ah, monsienr, do not speak of it
Perhaps he is dead. Perhaps they are
all dead from grief.”

“Would you like to go home, Nan-
ette?"

“Yes, monsieur, I will go now, for I
have nothing more to live for. I shall
go and beg on my knees—"

“I ghall send you home, then, Nan-
ette. But now ask forgiveness from
Marie here, and then thank God that
He has saved her tonight in spite of
all the evil that was against her.”

Nunette crouched toward Marle Du-
pont, whose arms stole round her neck,
and the two girls erled and whispered
together. Hilary turned away. He
thought of Madeleine, and breathed a
prayer that their lives might run to-
gether, and that they might strive to-
gether for the right all their days.

He turned back into the boat. “Now,
Marle, no word of thls night's doings
shall ever pass my lips,” he sald. “But,
Marie, your life is unhappy. Thers is
a good man In St. Bonlface who cares
for you. Do you think that you could
learn to care for him?®

“Ah, pauvre Jean!" wept the girl.
“I have been ungrateful to him, mon-
sleur. And now I am not worthy that
he should have anything to do with
me."

“He shall know nothing unless you
tell him," sald Hllary. “As to that, I
cannot advise. But you need have mno
fears ds to me)”

The black shadow of the wharf be-
gnn to project out of the shore line,
with Baptiste's schooner moored along-
slde, Lights of lanterns were moving,
and as the sloop drew near Hilary per-
celved a little group of people near
the wharf-head. Louls Duval let down
the salls and gulded the vessel's prow
toward the mooring ring. Hilary
stepped out. but before he could turn
to give his hand to Marle a woman
stepped forward.

It was Madelelne. She ran to him
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with a little cry of gladness. She
ralsed her lips to his,

“Dear, I have been walting since
dark,” she sald, pressing his arm. *“I
only got your letter this afternoon,
telling me that you had gone to the
island, and I was frightened, Hilary.”

He patted her arm. *“I am quite
gafe, dear” he answered, smiling.
“There WAs mever any danger. Lafe
was with me, and ‘we went and came
on the tide”

As he spoke he noticed that the
crowd at the wharf-head had drawn
nearer. He heard a man shouting;
there seemed to be some dlsturbance
which he fancied they were trying to
quell. Lafe stepped upon the whart
with the two girls, walking past HIl-
ary. Madelelne turned.

Her eyes, lighting upon Marle's face,
and then Nanette's, sought Hilary's In
astonishment, But she asked nothing,

“'l KIll Youl™ Panted Baptiste.

and waited. Her hand, which had
rested upon his arm, remalnea there.
But whereas it had bgen a living,
warm part of her, it now felt cold and
heavy, and lifeless,

Then out of the crowd burst Jean
Baptiste, screaming, He ran toward
Hilary. A koife was fiashing in his
band. His onset was so swift that it
took Hilary and Mndelelne completely
by surprise. As the little man cloged
with him Hilary juost managed to
grasp his arm.

“T'll kill you!” panted Baptiste, and
the breath whistled through his throat
a8 If the force of his passion had con-

cted it toc a pipe’s dimension. “It
is she, and you took her from her
home last night. I sought for her; I
was waiting and watchful; I did not
sieep. 1 swore you should die—"

He fought for freedom of the stab-
bing arm like & man possessed of A
thousand devils. He worked the hand
free, and it went np and down, the
long knife flashing and slicing into
Hilary’s coat. And Madeleine did not
utter a word.

She watched the stroggle llke a

womsan in a dream. Twice Hilary felt
the point of the Enife as it drove
throuogh the alr and slashed to the end
of Baptiste’s reach. Then the crowd
closed about them.
* But Baptiste fought like a devil. He
hurled the lumbermen aside; three
times he fought out of their grasp
and made for Hilary, who, horrified
and still uncertain, made no attempt
to escape or strike. Each time he
caught the knife hand by 2 miracle of
luck, and ali the time he fought Bap-
tiste never ceased shouting.

“Let me get at him 1" he panted. *I
watched them. T walted. I did not
sleep. He took her last night to the
island. 1 swore to kill him. Let me
go! Let me go!”

His voice raag hizh above the
ghrieks of the frightened girls and the
shouts of the men. They had closed
about him now, but for the fourth
time he broke through and made for
Hilary, the knife held low now, ready
for the ripping upward stroke. Hilary
grasped at his arm again and missed.
The knife flashed back—and then in
an Instant Madeleine stood where Bap-
tiste had been, and the blood dripped
from her sleeve.. And still she bnd
not uftered a sound.

They had got Baptiste down now,
still fighting like a wild beast. They
were holding him, one man to each
Himb, and his body writhed and curses
broke from his lips. And Madelelne
stood before Hilary, qulet and eslm
and silent.

He sprang toward her. “Egadeleine i

He seized her arm and tore the
There was a gash, long,
but not deep, from which the blood
was welling, He felt beside himself
with mingled fury and fear. He began
to bind it with his handkerchlef, the
feily cold arm that had been warm
against his shoulder. But Madeleine
drew. herself away.

“It is nothing,” she sald, and began
to walk toward the head of the wharf.
Her rig was walting there, the horse
held by a boy.

Hllary walked by her side, speaking
—he never remembered what It was he
sald—imploring ; Madeleine said noth-
Ing. "'Nothing untifl she reached the
enrriage step. Drops of blood marked
her progress. There she paused and
looked at him. He could see her face
pow In the light of the boy's lantern,
and it was neither scornful nor proud,
but wvery hard—llke the Selgneur's,
Hilary thopght afterward.

But all his thoughts were on the
wound. “Madeleine, your arm!" he
cried, catching at it.

“It is nothing," she =ald once more,
turning to mount the step.

Then Hilary knew what he had not
let himself know he knew., He caught
her hand and pressed it to his lips.
“Mareleine!” he cried. “You do not—
do not—surely you are not golng to
condemn me when I—"

She placed her foot on the step.

“I told you nothing but your faith-
lessness could kill my love,™ she saild
in 8 whisper. And, In a lower whis-
per, "Good-by I"

The wheels were moving before Hil-
ary could grasp the scene, bring It
home to his consciousness, And after-
ward he remembered that he ran he-
slde the carriage, senselessly calling
to her to let him bind her arm. He
must have been half way through the
yillage before his remsen came back
to him,
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CHAPTER XIV.
A Letter From Morrls.

The weather continned mild, and
Hilary's financlal prospects continued
to improve. There was every lkell-
hood now of being able to carry on
through the winter. Brousseau had
showed no slgns of further Interfer-
ence with his men, and there was even
the possibility of getting out another
small load.

Hilary had sent Nanette home to St.
Joseph. She had promised to write to
him, but, s he had expected, he had
not heard from her., Baptiste had
thrown up his peosition with Dupont
ond gone into the Ste. Marie limits to
trap. Marie Dupont avoided Hilary;
he had not seen her sloce the day of
their adventure,

As for Dupont, whatever he knew,
he showed no slgns. And things seemed
to settle into equilibrium, though HIil-
ary was sure that a denouement was
to follow. He could only walt pa-
tiently for that. No actlon could come
from him. He could not violate his
pledge to Marle In order to secure him-
self with Madelelne.

Then came the news which stunned
Hilary out of his mental apathy, Mad-
eleine was to marry Brousseau. It
was to be in three weeks—nat Christ-
mas, and the banns had been read in
church that Sundasy morning for the
first time,

What had happened was ‘his: The
Seigneur had not given his daughter
any sign of remembrance of the events
that had transpired immediately be-
fore hig stroke, though he was In other
respects normal, save for the paraly-
sis of the left side. But as the weeks
went by be grew mere and more
nervous and depressed, until one night
he blurted out:

“Where will you take me after the
estate chunges hands? 1 cannot re-
main in St. Boniface, nor can I remain
with you and the American. I am too
old to go anywhere but to the grave.”

So he had remembered all the time!
Madelelne put her arms about his
peck. “I am not golng to marry Mon-
sleur Askew,” she answered.

Then, without warning, the old
Selgneur fell to crying and laughing,
as If a tremendous loegd of care had
been lifted frcm his shounlders. The
land, which had meant so much to him
all his life, now seemed to be every-
thing, and he interpreted Madeleine's
answer to indieate her willingness to
marry Brousseau.

“Well, why not? she thought with
intense bitterness, as she listened.
“Have I any other duty now, save to
my father?”

She never doubted her judgment of
Hllary. The story had been dinned
into her ears by Broussesu since Hil-
ary’'s first visit to Ste. Marie. She had
heard it from tradesmen’s wives, the
postmistress, untll their attachment
was known; then had come silence

“Edouard,” Said the Girl Quletly,
“How Much Are You Willing to Pay
for Me?”

and furtiveness. And she had scorned
to think of Its possibility until that
night.

And she had given him his chance
and he had sald nothing.

She nccepted the sltuation and sat
down and penned a short, formal let-
ter to Brousseau.

He came the npext day, driving fo-
ricusly up to the Chatean. He thrust
Robitallle out of his way and pushed
into the living room, where he found
Madeleine, deathly white, seated alone,
walting for him. He opened his arms
to embrace her.

“git down. Edouard,” she sald with
chilling apathy. "“I am going to talk
frankly to you. You wish to marry
me?"

“I want you for my wife,” gsald
Brousseau. “You know that You
know I don’t think anything of that
affair"—Madeleine winced at the word,
but he did not notice it—“with Mon-
slenr Askew., The man's a scoundrel,
a thief, and & lbertine—"

“T do not wish to hear that, mon-
sleur,” sald Madelelne peremptorlly.

“Diable, that's natural enough! And
so0 that's forgotten.” Brousseau could
afford to be magnanimons, “I've heard
for a week past that you'd guarreled,
but I'm not the sort of man o push
in where he isn't wanted."

“Pdouard,” sald the girl quletly,
“hor much are you willing to pay for
me?"

Brousseau stared. “Eh? Ah, mon
Dileu, why do you talk about money?
Haven't I enough?”

“I am going to have an agreement
in place of an Iindefinite understand-
ing. If I marry you at Christmas yon
will, on the morning of the ceremony,
destroy my father's mortgage, and yon
will walt until his death to own the
selgniory. It won't take long," she
ended, with a flicker of scorn.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Real Treat.

Mrs., Tunsmith—Miss Fillmstar's
husband is so devoted. He spends ail
his time looking at photoplays that
ghe appears In. Her Husband—That's
no devotion. Any man would enjoy see-
ing his wife busy and silent at the
same time,

That's the Spirit.

Many people walk about with g
whole ecargo of grlevances In thelr
heads. Walk right up to your difi-
cultles with your coat off. Don't try
|to dodge round them.—Exchange,

GREEN'S AUGUST FLOWER.

Constipation Invites other troubles
which come speedily unless gquickly
thecked and overcome by Green's
August Flower which is a gentle laxa-
tive, regulates digestion both im
stomach and infestines, cleans and
sweetens the stomach and slimentary
canal, stimulates the llver to secrete
the blle and impurities from the blood.
It is a sovereign remedy used in many
thousands of households all over the
civilized world for more than half a
century by those who have suffered
with Indigestion, nervous dyspepsila,
sluggish liver, coming up of food, pal-
pitation, constipation and other in-
testinal troubles, Sold by druggists
and dealers everywhere. Try a bottle,
take no substitute—Ady.

Try It, Ladles.
Mrs. Upstairs—I understand Mrs.
Nexdore has a new hat, How did she
get it?

Cuticura Soothes Baby Rashes,
That ltch and burn with hot baths
of Cuticura Soap followed by gentle
anointings of Cuticnra Ointment.
Nothing better, purer, sweeter, espe-
clally if a little of the fragrant Cuti-
cura Talcum is dusted on at the fin-
ish. 285¢ each everywhere.—Adv.

The trouble with some people is that
they always want to unload their
troubles onto other people.

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR,

To half pint of water add 1 oz. Bay Rum,
a rmal] box of Barbo Compound, and ‘ul
oz! of glycerine. Apply to the hair twice &
week until it becomes the desired shade.
Any druggist can put this up or you esn
mix it at home at very little cost, Tt will
gradually darken streaked, faded gray bair,
and will make harsh hair soft and glossy.
It will not co'or the sealp, is not sticky or
greasy, and does not rub off —Adwy.

The average politléiun is as tough
as India rubber and his consclence Is
more elastic. \

3 “ ]

Wi - 1 - e of catarrh
e offer §100.00 for any case o8
*hat cannot be ecured by HALL'S

CATARRH MEDICINE
HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE is tak-
en Internally and acte through the Blood
on the Mucous Surfages of the System.
Sold by druggists for over forty years.
Price 75c. Testimoninla frea,

F. J. Cheney & Co., Talado, Ohlo.

An American imperialist—0ld King
Coal.

Thousands Have Kidney
Trouble and Never
Suspect It

Applicants for Insurance Often
Reiecmd b

Judging from reports from druggists
who are co 4in direct touch with
the public, there is one jon that
has been very successful in ;
these ecomditioms, The mild and bealing
infiuence of Dr, Kilmer's Swamp-Root is
soon realized. If stands the highest for
its remarkable record of success.

An mmmhxflf Ip;l:ny!ician for one of thi.:
minent Li urance Companies,
E?mm:ew an the subject, made the as
tonishing statement that ome reason why
80 IMADY i for insurance are re-
jec is uee kidney trouble is so
common to the American people, and the
large majority <f those whose applica-
tions are d-cfined do not evem suspect
that they aave the disease. It is on sale
at all drag stores in bottles of two sizes,

medium and B

However, if you wish first to test this
great preparation send ten cents to Dr.
Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for a
sample bottle, When writing be sure and
mention this paper—Ady.

MADE DISCOVERY T00 LATE

Detective’s Knowledge Really Did Him
Little Good After He Had
: Acquired [t

While they walted for the fraln two
passengers entered into conversation.
Presently one disclosed the fact that
he was a detective, and the other yas
greatly Interested.

“l suppose you have an
time!" he exclnimed.

“Yes, I must say T have had my
share of it,” owned the slenth.

“Diseovered a great many glgantie
frauds, I suppose?”

“I should say so.” the detective re-
plied. “Between youn and me, the most
complete ease of fraud I ever saw wis
a woman, young and pretty. T wonld
have been ready to swear she was an
angel. But she has a temper like a
whirlwind, and is as cunning as a ser-
pent.” -

‘“How did you discover her true char-
actert” /

“I marrled her!"

exeiting

Same Finish.

“Yeg” sald the prospective buyer, “I
alwoys judge a motorcar by its en-
gine.”

“But don't you pay any attention to
its finlsh?” nsked the seller, who had
been extolling the wupholstering and
irimmings!

“Never! My motorears always have
the same fnish—u brick wall or a

ENO OF EIGHT
YEARS MISERY

Uszed Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound
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iittle you may have saved vou can buy o
bulld a home of your own if you know the
sdcrets of Real Finance. Thesa =s
crets alpo reveal the one Big Secret of Suce
cess ln‘r-ny financial undertaking. Secreta
of Real' Estate Finance will be malled pre-

paid for §i. Your monay retl i you
say ma, O, P. Paullln, Mndnn‘:g:! Olite.

W. N. U, FORT WAYNE, NO, 9-1920,

Aluminum metal was first discovered
In 1827,

YOUR COLD IS EASED
AFTER THE FIRST DOSE

“Pape’s Cold Compound” then breaks
up a cold in a few
hours

ont assistance, tastes nice, contains no
quinine—Insist upon Pape's l—Adv.
A woman's sphere {8 the home, Any

bride of a week §5 willing to admit
m . T L]

Since it is worth while to be well, take
Gerfield Tea, Neture's medicine.—Adv.

REALLY TOO MUCH TO ASK

Most People Will- Feel ThatLl:ttlo
Tommy Had a Right to Make
a Protest.

Tea time in thie nursery. Little Tom-
my sat at the table while nurse
watched that he behaved properly.

Presently the little chep took the
top off hls egg, and then sniffed dis-
dainfully.

“Please, Martha, this egg is bad," Le
said.

“Never knew such a boy!" sald
nursey. “Always grumbling at your
food, and there's many a child who
hasn't got anything to eat this night.
Just you get on with that egg, and
stop complaining.” V.

“Must I eat it all? asked Tommy,
tearfully.

“Yes, every bit!™ Martha was firm.

“The legs and the beak, too?" walled
Tommy.

Genteel Environment.
“What's Eloise dolng now?’
“Welfare work in prison.” :
“It's too bad for a refined girl llke

that to come in contact with hard-
ened eriminals.”

“0Oh, she merely visits the ‘bankers’
colony.” It's really a high class club,
you know, whose members have moved
in good soclety and expect to do so
again as soon as their period of se-

diteh,” .

clusion Is over.”

Hard Work Tires

muscles and merves,

and then to

with coffee, wi
drug caffeine, makes

whip them
its

a bad matter worse.

is a drink for workers
that contains no drug,

but furnishes a

vored

finely fla-

and .robust, pleasing tO
former. coffee_dri -

Two_'sizes

At grocers

Usually sold at, 25¢&15¢

TMade by
Postum Cereal Co.,Battle Greek:Mich.
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